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THE BALLAD OF LTGAON
FKOM OVID.
[From 'Bon Gaultier and his Friends\ Taifs Edinburgh
Magazine, June 1844.]
OUT spoke, then, Jove to the gods above,
As they sate in their sMey hall.
1 The deed Is done, and the "forfeit won,
Then list, my children all.
While I speak "the crimes of those fearful times.
Too black to be forgiven,
And the cry of wrath that rose from earth,
And drew us down from Heaven!
i In form and face like the human race,
VYe hush'd our thunders still,                           i
And glided down from the hoary crown
Of the high Olympian MIL
The world we made so fresh and fair
Was now like a desert grown,
For the stain of blood was everywhere,
And the altars were overthrown.
4 We took our way, at the dawn of day.
Over Maenalus dark and grim,
And 'we heard the howl of the beasts that prowl
In Cyllene's forests dim.
We wander'd through Lycoeus, too,
Swart with its pine trees' shade,
And we reach'd the floor of the tyrant's door
As the daylight rgan to fade.
i Then made we sign of our might divine,
And the people straight knee'Pd down,
But Lycaon chafed at his subjects' faith,
And check'd them with his frown.
"The truth we'll test of this holy guest,"
The tyrant thus began.'
"And if his powers be more than ours,
Let the god eclipse the man!"
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